BARBARIAN STORIES

examples always before him, prosperity without ex-
travagance - but, Lord, it all depends on what foun-
dation you build: a family like ours, citizens for
ten generations back, that's firm! But this young
Arrhonius, he'd never had a chance, half a savage like
he was. All the same I made up my mind to do what
I could for him: I offered to ransom him and make
him a clerk in my business.

You can't imagine the life one led that winter: the
cold! It must be a desolate country even in summer,
away there in the north-east; and for five months in
the year it's snow-bound, white or grey according to
the weather, till one's eyes ache with it. The pirate
chief, Gylfi, lived in the middle of the snow in a great
wooden hall, painted red and black, and most of his
men lived there too, sleeping all round on the benches.
Arrhonius and I had a corner to ourselves, though
sometimes he'd go off to the others instead; he got
straw and elk-hides for our bed and a basin to wash in
with melted snow-water. At night with the doors
barred the place got warmer, but by day the wind used
to blow through and through, whirling fine snow like
sand, and scatter the rushes on the floor. Sometimes I
had to cut wood for hours to keep myself from getting
chilled to the bone. The roast meat was never hot,
and they had no wine, nothing but their horrible mead,
that smelt of bitter herbs; with my profession I always
felt that was the last straw.

Three or four times there were feasts, once for the
girl Siggi's betrothal, when two of the barbarians
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